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| A Dialogue betvvixt 


a Cittizen, and a poore Coun. 


trey man and his Wife, in the Con- 
| trey, where the Citizen remainerh 
| 


now in this time of ſickneſſe. 


Written by him in the { ountrer, Who ſent 
the coppy to a friend in London, 


B. ing both pittifull and plcaſant. 
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A Dialogue be- 


- twixt a Cittizen and a 
Countrey-man. 
Cities. 


'© Ood Even good frend,inhabite younere hand? 
* Conntrey-man. Chy dwell not varre hence, what 
would you I pray? 
Cit. No harme, I would but kindly underſtand, 
W here I might lodge and cate,and frankly pay. (come 
Coun. W hy ſir, whence come you? maſſe chi veare you 
Froin London,where the Plague is parlous hote, 
And it be ſo,no further words but mumme : 


No meate,nor drinke,nor lodging wil be got, 


Cit. Alas why ſo? are you a Chriſtian, 
And ſuffer any die for lacke of toode? 
I am not ſicke beleeve me honeſt man, 


I would not doe thee hurt for any good. 


Coun. Yea 20 zay all that know not where to goe, 
W hea as the Plague doth drive them from the Cittie: 
But many a one doth worke himſelſe great woe, 

With fooliſh ſhewing of another pitty, | 
Cu. Why here is gold and ſilver for thy pains, 
Ile richly pay for whatſoere I take, 
Conn, Youle pay the Plague. O theſe are pretty trains, 
A2 which 


= —y 
= 
— 


SAMS . 


1 - == 5 3 
* \ F - = b — 
Sabo. A" Eden SS a I 2 — 2 —— — — 


N y 


— 


„„ - 


A Dialogue betwixt a Citizen = 


Which makes the ſimple woefull batgatnes make. 

Cit. Why (earch, and lee, if l be not as ſound, 
As any creature in your Countrey here. 

Cour. Oh ſirʒ th infection iꝭ n ot ſo ſoone — 
For Cloathes will keepe the Pl in ny) 

Cit. Yer let meloyer but in voor darne Ir (abt le. 
Some cote ,or out- houſt, that you beſt may fpare: 
lle be content to take a ſimple table, 

Nor ſhall you finde nie dainty of my fare. 
Comn. Sir, hold your reſt,ghiey zay a horſe,a hog, 
And cats and miſe, will dic dfthat diſeaſe : 
I promiſe you, I would not loſt my dog: 
Not for a ſtrike ofthe beſt beanes and — 

C. But doe you make of cattell more then men ? 
That were unchriſtian, Heathens doe not ſo: 

Conn, W by let us want our cattell, horſe, and then 
How dogged ſome men we ſhall finde Fknow, 

Citi. What men arg they, that in extremity. 
Will ot in conſcience chriſtian pitty ſhew? - . 

Conn, Even you rich Land-tords that — 
Yet racke yoꝝt᷑ rents hom ere our forrowes grow, (cry 
Fruit blaſted,cattell die, be de te ſo poore, 
Pay rent at day, or turne us out of doore. 

Cit, Why we aret that no rent teceive, 
But fubject are to Langdlords,and. their wils: 

It is the Devill doth the world deegive, - | 

Which tows and countrey. with his venome fills, *© 
Be pittifull, aydthinke not on the worſe,  - 
Belceve me, Lam free from this infection: 
The kinde are bl che cruel} cur | 
_— Roy wall e their ki on. 
: Theargun Ape will lime — 


wiping on OY IIs — 
But 


— . 


But Iwillaerfopl che fooliſh elfe, 3x2. 
To kill my ſelfe 5 to your ſpee che. 
There came this other day into our town, 
A handſome fine old aum for feſhand blouds. 
And as you doe, went plodding up aud down: 
And was (zome za) a man of much — 
Met a paore man, as youdon me, and qui N 
0 Where he mightcome by lodging, meat —_ 
The man with G Pave, w hierd 
To get him lodging: — youthink> bo 
But in a cott fy aa — MA Kor 
d Where well be bad rote all three d 
was dead and buried by and by, 
ole purſe the poore man to much wealth: anne, 
But long the riches. did not with him b ide: 
For in a wecke his wife and childreu di cc. 
Save onely two, which yet are in good health: 
But as for me I ſeeke for no ſuch wealth. = 
r — 
oth you 
I am not een and truth I ſ MN ar, 
* My clothes are freſn and net infected be. | 
(oun, I pray ſtand further,zome will 28 — n 
Will h ones noſa into their brain. 


heir 
i —— — Typ 
Fo by ene fetious, and deekrkill fo many ES 
cats and dogs will beare it to and fro. 5 


Lit. Yea cats n . on 
- That take it, in the ti 


Cen. Oh,youare. — D 
You feat ĩt, and flic from ĩt where it i: 5 
And ye you zceme an idle tale to tell. 2 
4 A3 How 


A Dialogue berwinesCittizen 
How zome twill hit. and othef zome twil mifle : 
But be — twill, our — of — * 
| Have c e our pariſh,u ine of galie, 
; To take — the Nennen c 7 | 
d And thinke you ſuch Precepts of none availe ? 
I Cit. Alas,ſhould ſo our Cittie keepe you out, 
H ow would you ſell your corne to pay your rent? 
It may be cre the yeare doth goe about, | | 
You may this lacke of charity repent: 
For God can ſhew his mercy where he will, 
And plague all choſe that will not pitty ſhow. 
The Cittie well, the Countrey may be ill: 
(But yet pray the Lord it be not ſo.) 
Lou are not free from ſinne, no more than we, 
Nor yet free from deſerved puniſhment; 
Let us then now in you your pitty ſee: 
And by our plague learne you amendement : 
Be not afraide man,do not ſtoppey our noſe. 
Me thinkes,your age ſhould bid you feat no death. 
Conn. Let I am loath,good fir, my life to loſe, 
By an infection of a plaguy breath, 
But what will all my neighbours thinke on me, 
Ifthey ſhould know that you from London came; 
There would be worke enough ywis for me, 
| To ſhut up me, my houſhold and my dame 
(it, That were but iffome in your houſe doe die, 
| Ot the infection, and not other wiſe. | . 
Conn. I tell = no, they are ſo jealous, 
They are almoſt afraid of London flies: 
A Londoner is lookt on like a ſprite, 
The Cit''s thought a pulchre or grave. 
Cit. Oh faithles ſoules whole hearts are ſo affright. 
All civill rites and government they have: 
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 ands counttey- man. 
Bur for your ſelſfe, let me intreate you yet, 
Some little roome, and vittaile what you w., 
lle pay y ou well and one day thinke on it, 
And for your k indeneſſe not requite you ill. 

Coun, W hat? ſhall I danger all my houſe for youꝰ 
Thelofle will be — my gane 
If that your paſſe the Genftable allow 1.2 19'S 
The beſt I can Iwill you entertain. 2 

Cit. Then uced I not your Courteſie intreatg 
But ſay I have none, ſhall I ſtarve for food? 

enn. No, God forbid, lle helpe you to ſome meist. 
Which you may eate upon that pieoe of wood: 
Many a good time have — — blocke 
Fed hungerly, on ſuch as hath ſent, 

Though now the Lord increaſed hath our ſtocke. 

On Eaſter daies we doe not make our Lent, * 
But, ſhould I lodge you in my little houſe, 
And : hat my Dame would ſo contented be, 

If there ſhould die a catte, a ratte, a mouſe, 

That any ne ighbour by ill chance ſhould ſee, 


1 were undone,and j that you ſhould die. 5 


You muſt he buried here in my backe fide, ---) 0) _ 
Walder g 82 Dn SR 

Will bury them of the plague have did; 
And therefore this is all that Z dare doe, Koh 
Vnder that ho ll where my hogges doe lie 

Sit down, lle you drink and vittailę to- 


ar 


The beſt / have, there you may fit you drie, 


Soon, if my Dame will greethereto, lle ſee 
What may be done, but further pardon me. 

Wife. Bones,man,how now?who's that you talk to ſoy 
A Londoner?for Gods ſake come away, - * 
Are you too well? what dos you meane 7 trow? 
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A Dialogue betwixt a Cittizen 

You doe not know yet who is dead to day, - 

My neighbor lone that tooke home her lame ſonnes, 

Boch and thus we ſhall be all undone, 

The fection will be round about the rowne, 

So many came tot hem when they were ſicke, 

And knew not ewas the plague : het woſted gowne 

Chet gave my lugge, and her ſonnes cloake to Dicke: 

But 1 will hang them on the pales all da 

And ayre them well, before they put them on. 

But, pray doc you leave talking, come away, 

Le|1ygn be raken napping rea anon. 203 « | 
» Why hcarke you — —— is haile and 

For aught I ice, arid haz good tore of golde : (Well, 

Faith be content, cha heard my vather teil, 

They are no men chat doe no pitty holdee 

Thou ſeeſt tis late, the mans a hanfoine run, | 

Well coloured, well clad, and monitd too: 


' The Zittic may doe wel agaii, and then, 


God knowes what ggod the man for us tnay doe. 
—— Weil — aha fe — N 
ere goes we are under | 
it. Good womati let no feure yvu cart appalf, | 
r anc we" * „ 
AN | man, if I krigw how, - 
I could find in my heart to doe You gh 
And this I care not ii i dot for you's p 7 
Mell harſtatur for labhe of foh de:: 
Though ſome htere in ourtouwne ate f . ec > 
They care not t they'fee u xhotſatid diex 
But God be thanked , —— them have ſchakted oy 


ar me ing of ſuctii d 


ir for it ieemes th deck g gnc his part” wh 
In you, hope hf, ee 
101 ; I 


end a Conntrey-man. 
I will bẽ glad in troth with all my heart. 
To doe you good, and doe the beſt I can: 
You ſhall come in, Ile venture once a joynt : 
W hat my poore houſe can yeeld, you ſhall command, 
I care not for the Conſtable apoynts 
For if by chance that any man demaund, ., 
From whence you come, or what you ate, ot ſo : 
lle frame a tale ſhall ſerve the tumeTrrow, 
——— — 
My daughter ec e beere: 
Lee «oper ,a chicke. 
A peece of bacon, butter, milke, and bread. 
God holde you ſound, that you doe not fall ficke, 
vou ſhall doe well : but trucly for your bed, 
You muſt content your ſelfe, with ſuch i ona 
As our poore ſtate affoordes, and we have none 
But two of ſtrawe,and one poore mattereſſe, 
it for a fri 
findenolefle, * 


* 


kinde good 
W hich at your bands I take moſt thankfully, (will, 
And creditc me, you-necde tofeare no ill: | 
Belceve me, none before his time ſhall die, 


I hope my comming ſhall be for your good : 
eq ein onely by tn meancs may die:: 
Bur wil py pou ſoundly for your brood 
- 2 N07 you _—_—— by | 
olde and fixer, ſend for and beere; 
— — 
es. w how money goers 
Sarchy, God font him for onr good, Tees 
Ihopr in God ac alle bal Socket, mY 
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A Dialogue betwixt a Cittizea 


| By doing good co ſuch a one as he: 


Bat pray remember that you goe to morrow 

To maiſter Baily with our Landlords rent: T2. 

Andifyoulacke, you know where you may borrow, 
Cu. No borrowing now, I pray you be content: 

I will ſupply your want, what ere it be: 

You ſhall not finde ſo ill a gueſt of me, 

Here's forty (killings, which I freely give. (live, 
Coun. God bleſſe your worſhip, and long may you 

Wife. Amen pray God: Ho Siſſe, goe take the kan, 

And fetch ſome beete and white bread for this man: 

Buttake heed that you tell not for whom tis, 

And hie you home again. And heare you Sifle, 

If any chaunce to ſee him, and doe quite 

Who tis, ſay tis my Goſſip maiſter Squire, 

But and they doe not aske, ſay nothing, no: 

Goe, let me ſee how EP you can goe: 

Iugge, kill the et, the red chicke, 

Scald them, and to the fire with them quicke, quicke: 

Bid Dicke got fetch in ſtickes, cleave an old pale: 

And Gentleman, love you a cuppe of Ale? 

That we have in the houſe, pray fit you down, 

And welcome, tut, a pinne for all the ton, 

My huſband is an honeſt man, and l 

Feare not the beſt of them a halfpeny Se 

I pay the Parfons tithe, and Scot, and Lot.. 

care not for the Conſtable a groat: 

A lort of Hogges will ſce men die for food: . 

They, ox their brattes will come to little good. 

I marvell what the peſtilence they (cripe for, 

And what tis their wide mouchs do yawne & gape for : 

But meate and drinke, and cloth fox me and mine, . | 

I ſecke no more, nor care Ito be fines. 4 

To 


anda countrey-man, 


Topay my rent,and _ my neighbours live, 
at my doore u dogg a bone to give. 
Be merry Gentleman, I pray be merry, 
And — I feare me — are — 2 
Citi. Not mach, my walke hat bin long-to Oy 
And your good mirthdrives — away : 
Ithank you for your kindęneſſe heartily, 
And if I live, Ile quite it thorowly. 
Wifa I thank you fir, I doubt it not y 
Huſband, 1 { pray goe meet my daughter oh 
And beate her home: you ſpoile her, that you do: 
Iugge, blowe the fire, and lay the pullet to. | 
Sir, you may ſee rude gearles, they are _— — 
Siſſe, ſet downe your kanne and fetch in freſh 
Lay in the bedde, and aire the hetnpen — 
That lie in the browne cheſt, and ſtrew ſome 
Along the windowes, — 
A Roſe or two : come Gentleman, 
Takes hard cuſhin, be of goodcheere — : 
Griete doth no good, no, no, caſt care away : 
I thanke my God that hicher cus bach = 
And ifour fire and lodging will content you, 
Stay even your pleaſure, til your ſelſt be weary, 
W'ieele doe the — —ů 0 * 
Cie, It was my hap, after a weary wake, 
Wirk this good man and wife to fall inraikes 
And where before 1 went in heart full grieved,.” 
I could not iv my ſorrow be relieved : 
Each ſullen lowch and ſlut would ſo diſdaine me, 
As if they ſcornd or feard to me: 
Scarce bread and drinke for — pace get. 
Which from the houſe upon the ground was ſets © 
aa irhux one ould cat adoggea bo ” 
3 3 
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A Dialogue betwixt a Cittizen &c. 


And thus I wandred up 8nd down done, 

Yntill I met theſe honeſt people here, 

Who for my money made me 

And kindely carcfull of me every way. 

Wich good content I here was glad to ſlay, 
Where I beheld a number paſſing b. 
That > I heard) did in the high-wayes die: 
tome harbourleſſe, and ſome t h want of food, 
While faithleſſe hearts did fear to doe men good. 
Oh heavy time, how many hearts are broken 
With helpeleſſe grief, it is not to be ſpoken; 

But God almighty look upon the Citie: 

And in his mercy ſhew his glorious pitie. 

To ceaſe this , or killing peſtilence: 
Forgive us all the ill of our ottence. 

Freſerve his people, and our healch reſtors, 
That we may love and praiſe him evermore. 
Preſerve the Court and Country every where : 
OurKing and their royall progeny, 


Their Connſell; fri and all that true harts beate 


Vnto their grati hy Maieſtie. 
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3 Trumpet 


Sounding into the (ountrey. 
When Dearh drives the Grave thrives. 


& 
life: Amendment ever meets with mer⸗ 
cp, and mercy tops Sicknefſe, when tis in 
5 he higheſt ſpede : $0 that if we till goe 
on in wickepneſſe, we muſt every werke loke to have 
the bill of Terroz ſtrtke us moze and moʒe. | 
Che viſitation. (and rightly may it — — 
hath naw foure times in a few yeares-Rods | 


at this houre cout up and downe the Suburbes , any 

— dis Ghaſkly face in ſome Darriches of the 
ty. 

Thoſe houſes which are hat up, Charity opens, and 

moſt liberally feedes them. {Thoſe houſes of poze Han- 

dy-crafts-men, that ſtand open, are foz want of wozke 

pinch'd wa ee Ion” people ready e goe a 


iounding into the Countrey. 
layd upon us, wer are bound to pzayſe God, in that wee 
are not caſt downe to the loweſt Pisfo2tunes in the 
M 0z1v,foz wee heart of ten thouſands in fo2reine places, 
in farre wozſe eſtate then we are. 

Now, as Pen and Women, have a particular cauſe 
to ſend their Devotions up to Yeaven, when they com- 
pare their pzeſent beings (how wzetched ſoever) with 
others moze wzetched : o many Townes, Cilfycs,and 
Kingdomes, may (in generall) lift up their eyes wich 
joy, when albeit the Divine vengeance hath ſmote them, 
with a Pace of Aton: Pet if they loke on their Neigh- 
bours, miſerably tozns in pieces: The behold thoſe 


over-whelmed with moze raging billows then they fe le 
of 


oʒ ſ comming nere themſelves. 

As foz example, this godly and brautifull City 
London, hath now but a few faynt ſpots ſot in her flech: 
A few peſtilentiall ſozes ticking on her body: But a 
few Tokens are ſent her, to bid her Remember, who 
ſes her doings : She heares ns great Number of Bels 


Mercy upon us, over thoſe does, to fright Beholders t 


Chere are not ſuch Fines, and Jncomes, tobe 


ſolatton. 
And pet. how art thou Frightode Pow 
Chekese How does this ons fif of a 


. 


ſounding into the Countrey. 


inflame all thy body? Yow doelt thou ſhake ide Bead, 
and complains, that doings are cold? that Trading 
iss dead? and that moneykepes her bedde, and is not 
ſtirring. r 

How dee thy Coaches, amd Caroaches runne thozow 
thy ſtreets, and ſo out at thy Gates, full of bꝛave. rich 
people. to live ſafe (as they hope) in the Counirey? Not 
caring how ſozrowfnil a life thou leadeſt here in their 
abſence, 

ow little doe they regard the paze, which they leave 
behinde theuas Agat is it to them, if ſome pe wzets 
ches oꝛop yowne in the ftrates 2 This touches not theme 
It wounds not them: Gallants, and Cittizens, take 
leave of them with much complement at the Coaches 
fide, the Coachman with his Hatt off, asking if hee 
ſhall et fozward : On, on, they then all cry, and away 
(in a Yurry : ) thunder they (O London) out of thy 


Pet, calt thine eye on this Picure above, they can⸗ 
not ber out of hin reach :who ts roady to follow them, 
with Times Glaſſe in ons hand. and his owne blacke 
darts in the other. This Kawbone Fot-man can runne 
by the ſive of the Coach-hozſes; and (mite the officious 

Coachman in the aridft of his journey. 
When in heapes, people ſtand gazing on a dean 
Cozpes ſuddenly ftrucken doume in the fields : This 
cunning dart-cafter, can ſtand befoze them, loke at 
them, thaeaten them, and tell them (when he's binden 
but to ſhete ) They ſhall file the ffrength of his leane 
armc, as well as the others, 
And pet. atbeit ſo many N aggons laden with Houſ⸗ 
hold⸗ d utte, are every day daun from thee : Albert ſo 
— beat 
and 
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London's Trumpet 


and fly in fhis day of Battaile: Pet their flight is fo the 
molt part into the mouth of danger. Foz, the Countrep 
lokes with a moze pale, and ſickly Colour, then 
(London) thou doeſt. 

Ne joyce not that thy Neighbours are ſo ill, but clappe 
thy hands fo2 joy then thy ſelfe art no wozſe. Pap foz 
thy diſfreTed friends, neighbouring Townes, and Cit- 
ties: Andteleive them tothy power, if they want: As 


thou halt with a Noble, Free, and bountifull hand done 


toſome of late already. 
It is warrantable by the Lawes of God, fo ſhunne in⸗ 
fection, and to fly perſecution ; Divines and be men, 


dos the one, And the Partys when they lived did the 


other. But now (bleſſed be the white hand of mercy ) 


there are no ſuch Lerannita ll Enemies beating at thy 


gates. 

If they that are in the fulneſte of Riches, and the 
fatneſſe of the Land, have Pannoꝛs, and L ozdſhipps to 
ride to: And Countre v. houfes torepaire to, foz pleaſure, 
to avoyde infection : In Gods name, let them go, wiſh 
them well at their ſetting fazth, welcome them with 


Embꝛaces at their comming in: But withall put them 


in minde of one thing, to doe ſome god to the poꝛe in 
the ** though now they do none here, and all ſhall 


a vaciathe Countrep , whoſe Barnes are full of 
Cozne, and whoſe feldes are crow'nd with bleſngs:: 
Pou, into whoſe oſtrilles the bzeathof Heaven, ſuffers 
his wholeſome apze to pale to and fro, to give you 
health, and to make long luſty old age waite upon vou 
at your Tables: To yon J ſpeake, vout eies dot J wiſh 
to be opened. Co lobe backe at your hard and unkinde 
dealings with Cittizens, in the two lait great _ 

neſles, 


but one, and you 


ſounding into the Countrey, 


neſſes : Remember how your Inflvelity then, hath 
bene puniſhed fince ; And therefoze welcome the 
Sonnes, and Daughters of London comming to you 

now, as if they were your owne. 
— bath a quick fot, 
ler ſender of this 


dzradfu Nr, Fat bett baſie with us 
as et: We ut tanke beyond Seas, into other 
Cittiss and will ack * the Almighties 


Percy to us. Foz, thoſe thz« 


— 8825 ilence, — — | 
ch. Davids an Angeis mon 
make his thi inſtant hotly lay a- 


** at 

boat them inſome part of 1; yt In fo much, that foz 4. 
Moneths, (Hob in this mer) there have vyed of 
the Plague in Millan, 3 {Yn Mantua, 36000. In 
Parma, 20000, And ſo | other Citties great number 
Che fact wingoofeompaſaion al this while Cover ys, 
not that e peſervy to he ſpaxed, but that ont of his love, 
this ta& blow, which he gives 
us, bee ſighes not witymany old men he gives them time 
pet to repent, winkes at 


many yourtg men, der 
their faults a while. haping they will divdulſer: Bat lake 
over all your weekely Bils, ever inte there dyed at fit 
Abe, of Infants and 
dzen, twenty foz one ſnatched out of their Cradles, bes 
cauſe God will bee ſure to increaſe his Saints in Heaven. 
The King of Kings when her ſes his time,ſhozfen any 
end theſe miſeries, and pow2e downe his wonted bleſ- 
Kngs on this Land, This 28 us all, Ahe R. 33 
carb. 


voting S 


Harvę with you into the Countrey. 


— — 


Have wich yan igto the Countrey. 


Death — whithyr A — ome run you 0 
y trudge Pr there* 
As — for — ear you = ag 
come ay your wurncy (traits 
For doe you not know in Fin ad or town, 
That I am a captain of highregowne? 
So when 1 liſt, I can best you downe, 
for (till l lay i in wait. 
Conſider then. I pray you men, 
What moves you thus to fie? 
Come home again, for I tell you plaine, 
That here I could make you | 
Lite. What art thou every where to finde? 
Fearefully thus thou comeſtto us, 
With crueltic thou art inclinde, 
for to purſue men Ri}: 
Thou waſt in London when we came a. 
Throwing thy deadly darts about, 
And now inthe — thou art as ſtout, 
DN follow thy froward will. 
What needeſt thou ta make us bow? 
The ayre is pleaſant here: 
The graſſe doth ſprings the birds doe fng: 
For Gods ſake come not neare. 
Death. Oh weak of faith I ſee you are, 
Conſider and know what David doth ſhow, 
In the ſixt Pſalme his ſayings are, 
as thus it doth begin: 
Good Lord in rage rebuke me not * 
When thy difpledfarei is waren hot, 
For then we muſt needs go to the pot, 
as herbs that bo put in. 


Crie mercie then, you ſillie men, 
Ca 


Have with you into the Country. 


For wonderous weake you bee: 
Youare perplexcd, your bones are vexed. 
As far as | can ſee. 
Life. © Lord our Soules are troubled fore, 
Relcaſc our grief, and (end relicte, 
Have mercy as thou hadit before, 
forgive our ſinnes and fave our lives. 
Or elle it little doth availe, 
Fot death doth follow us at the tayle, 
O let thy mercy ſtill prevaile, 
ſauce us like Bces in hiv es. 
And thus we knowe it nee des muſt go, 
That thou maiſt have thy will 
Thou haſt met us heere, as doth appeere, 
Which thought to have lived ſtill. 
Death. Is net Tehovayour chief defence? 
For under his wings he keepes all things, 
Then what have you need to run from hence, 
if that your faith were hong 
Thcugh the ayre be freſh, and de greene, 
And goodly fruites which Jou eſtecme, 
Yet I can come when leaſt you dect, 
and lay yau all along. 
On Chriſt be bolde, to take your holde, 
Your anchour- holde is her, 
None other may, this peſtilence ſtay, 
But all muſt come to me. 15 
Life. Alas our fleſh is fraile to ſee, - 
W hen Chriſt did grone and make ſuch mone, 
Beſides the mount of Calwarie, 
when thou approchecł ſt neere: | 
And there did {weate both water and bloud, 
And ſuffered death to do od, 


s 


Theſe 


Have with you into the Countrey. 
Theſe things of thee are underſtood, 
twas ſeene that thou wa'ſt there. 
1 At laſt did hee, both ſinne and thee, 
Tread done and conquer too, 
W hich faith of his, if we ſhould miſſee, 
Alas what ſhould we doe?--- - - . * 
Death. I come not everie may a like, 
2 Three darts in band, I hold in 5 
The firſt is warre, when I do ſtri 
— 
And Ithinke al akes 2 
: And Spain you — beck not 
| -- 'Tis much to ſpeake of each 
1 ſor I turne them all to duſt. 
And here the reſt ſhall beexpre 
Of two darts more in ſtore, 
'F Of Famins power, which doth devoure 
+ . Whole regions more and more. 
- Life. Then the dart of Peſtilence at the laſt, 
. Takes all in ſtore, were leſt before. 3 
Oh ſpare us Lord, wedepray and faſt,, .- 
and all our finnes repent : 
Vouchſafe to ſtay, ſweet Chriſt thy hand. 
17 - Vponthis ſinfull Engliſh land, 
And give us grace to underſtand, 
theſe dangers to prevent. 
* 'Tis time to pray, that he away, 
His indignation take: 
Lord grant us grace, in everie place, 
Petitions for to make. 
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